Fancy Pants’ New 
Assistant 


Anon was nervous as 
he approached the 
mansion in front of 
him. He had run into 
Fancy Pants ata 
recent gala and 
mentioned that he 
was looking for work. 


Fancy Pants: Well, If 
you're interested, I've 
been looking for an 
assistant of sorts. 
Although, | must 
warn you, this job will 
require quite a lot 
of... commitment. 


Anon had taken the 
job without a second 
thought. However, as 
he approached the 
mansion, all he could 
think about were 
Fancy Pants’ words. 


Anon: What did he 
mean by 
commitment? 


Anon would soon find 
out as he knocked on 
the door. To his 
surprise he’s greeted 
by Fancy Pants 
himself. 


Fancy Pants: Ah, 
welcome Anon. | 
thought you wouldn't 
show up. Anyway, 
follow me and we'll 
get started. 


Anon follows Fancy 
Pants to his office. 
Once inside, Anon 
notices a peculiar 
looking chair. The 
chair itself looked 
normal enough 
except for a 
compartment 
underneath the seat. 
As Anon studies the 
chair, Fancy Pants 
walks over and opens 


the compartment. 


Fancy Pants: Alright, 
now if you'll get 
yourself positioned in 
there, we'll get 
started. 


Anon: I'm sorry... 
What is this? 


Fancy Pants: Well you 
see, someone of my 
standing must keep 
up a certain image. 
At the end of any 
given day, | come 
home more bloated 
than you could 
believe, and | do get 


tired of airing out my 
office. 


Anon: So when you 
said you needed an 
assistant, you 
meant... 


Fancy Pants: That is 
correct. Your job will 
be to take care of all 
the unpleasant fumes 
that dispel from my 
body. Given the 
circumstances of our 
agreement, | would 
understand if you 
would like to 
reconsider. 


Anon looks back at 
the chair. 


Anon: Well, now | 
know what you 
meant by 
commitment. 


Anon gets inside the 
chair and Fancy 
Pants closes him in. 


Fancy Pants: | had a 
light breakfast. | 
wanted to make sure 
this first session 
wouldn't be too much 
for you. 


Fancy Pants sits 


down on the chair 
and lets out a short 
puff of gas. Anon 
takes in the light 
veggie-like scent. As 
Anon tries to get 
used to the 
sensation, Fancy 
Pants loosens the 
valve and lets loose a 
long spluttering 
release. Anon is sent 
into a coughing fit as 
he tries to continue 
inhaling the fumes. 


Fancy Pants: Are you 
alright down there? 


Anon: Yeah, just 


caught off guard is 
all. 


Fancy Pants: Alright, | 
only have a few left. 


Over the next hour, 
Fancy Pants 
continues to let out 
farts into Anon’'s 
confined space. After 
about an hour, he 
looks at his clock. 


Fancy Pants: Oh my. | 
had more in me than | 
realized. 


Fancy Pants stands 
up and lets you out of 


the chair. 


Fancy Pants: | have a 
dinner party to 
attend tonight. I'll 
expect to see you 
here when | get back. 
Until then, feel free to 
take a shower. 


Fancy Pants leaves 
the office to freshen 
up, but before he 
leaves for the party 
he shows Anon to the 
guests bathroom. 
Anon goes inside and 
takes a shower. Anon 
returns to the office 
and waits for Fancy 


Pants’ return. 


Hours later, Fancy 
Pants returns and 
once Anon sees him 
his heart drops. 
Fancy Pants’ already 
plump stomach was 
now almost touching 
the floor. 


Fancy Pants: Oh 
great, you're still 
here. As you Can... 
*belch* Excuse me. 
As you can see, | may 
have overdone it a 
bit. So if you would 
be so kind as to get 
back into the chair... 


*belch* That would 
be great. 


Fancy Pants gives 
Anon a sheepish 
smile as Anon 
nervously gets back 
into the chair. Fancy 
Pants slowly walks 
over to the chair and 
sits down. 


Fancy Pants: 
Dreadfully sorry! 


Fancy Pants’ plot 
explodes into the 
chamber below with 
a wet cacophony of 
rumbles. Meanwhile, 


below Fancy Pants’ 
cushiony backside, 
Anon faces the brunt 
of the gaseous 
storm. As the horrid 
stench burns Anon’'s 
nose, he begins to 
regret accepting 
Fancy Pants’ offer. 
However, determined 
to finish the job, 
Anon grits his teeth 
and inhales the 
almost deadly fumes. 
After the first blast, 
Fancy Pants lifts one 
of his cheeks. 


Fancy Pants: Good 
heavens. | haven't 


soiled myself have |? 


Fancy Pants chuckles 
to himself as Anon 
looks up unamused. 


Fancy Pants: My 
apologies. Now really 
isn't the time for 
jokes now is it. 


Fancy Pants’ 
stomach grumbles. 


Fancy Pants: I’m 
afraid there’s much 
more where that 
came from. Try to 
bear through it, l'Il be 
sure to keep you in 


mind next time I’m 
about to over eat. 


A long belch rockets 
out of Fancy Pants’ 
mouth. Fancy Pants 
quickly sits back onto 
his cushioned seat 
and lets out another 
booming blast. The 
next hour droned on 
for what felt like an 
eternity as Fancy 
Pants relentlessly 
unloads a multitude 
of obnoxious odors 
into Anon’s face. 
However, just as 
Anon was starting to 
get used to the 


ordeal, Fancy Pants’ 
stomach grumbles 
again. 


Fancy Pants: Oh 
dear... 


Three short wet farts 
eeked out before a 
short torrent of liquid 
shit sprayed Anon in 
the face. 


Fancy Pants: My 
dearest apologies. l'll 
get you out of there. 


Fancy Pants goes to 
stand up but a jolt of 
pain sends him back 


down to the chair 
releasing another 
longer stream of 
diarrhea to flow into 
Anon’s reluctantly 
waiting face. Once 
the carnage ends, 
Fancy Pants quickly 
stands up and opens 
the door to your 
confinement. Before 
Anon can recover, 
Fancy Pants runs out 
of the room. Anon 
can faintly make out 
the sounds of more 
diarrhea in the 
distance. After about 
half an hour, Fancy 
Pants returns with an 


apologetic look on 
his face. 


Fancy Pants: | 
understand if you're 
not enthusiastic 
about your new job. 
Let’s get you cleaned 
up, you've done more 
than enough for 
today. 


Fancy Pants helps 
Anon to the guests 
bathroom which 
Fancy Pants has 
unintentionally 
fumigated in his 
desperation for relief. 


Fancy Pants: | do 
apologize but we 
must get you clean. 


Anon is scrubbed 
from head to hoof 
until he is practically 
spotless, although a 
slight stench 
remains. 


Fancy Pants: Well | 
believe we can both 
agree that today 
wasn't ideal. 


Anon: You could say 
that again. 


Fancy Pants: 


However, | feel it 
important to show 
you where you shall 
be staying should 
you agree to continue 
as my assistant. 


Anon: What do you 
mean? 


Fancy Pants: Follow 
me and l'Il show you, 
not too close though. 
| think we've both 
had enough surprises 
for one night. 


Anon follows Fancy 
Pants to one of the 
nicest rooms he’s 


ever seen. 


Fancy Pants: This is 
the guests room. Due 
to the nature of this 
job you will 
occasionally be 
required to start from 
the moment you 
awake. 


Anon barely hears a 
word as he’s too busy 
taking in the room 
itself. 


Fancy Pants: So, are 
you still willing to 
perform these 
duties? 


Not quite hearing 
what Fancy Pants 
had just said, Anon 
shakes his head in 
agreement. 


Fancy Pants: 
Splendid. Meet me in 
my room when you 
awake. | usually have 
the most horrid 
morning thunder. 


Before Anon can 
realize what he had 
just signed up for, 
Fancy Pants had 
already left the room 
leaving Anon to 


ponder the situation 
he had gotten 
himself into. 


